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"Yes, sir," said the postillion, who seemed the happier for
drink, "they took Jem in Clermont and paid us off. The horses
are still as fresh as you could want."

"They must be in a devil of a hurry to make Verdun," said
Drouet, and jerked his head at GuOlaume, who sat looking
foolish on his horse. "Come on!" he said.

They were already under way; the postillion, behind them,
had begun on his song again, when they heard him check, turn
and call after them. "They're not going to Verdun!" he
shouted. "I heard }em give orders for the Malmedy road!"

The next moment he was singing again, as though not caring
whether they had heard or not. His voice faded away, faintly
raucous. Drouet did not stop to think. He must think and
ride at once. It had not occurred to him that the King would
make for anywhere eastward except Germany. It did not so
much matter what the King's intentions were. What mattered
was that he had taken a sharp turn northward and to the left.
Whatever his intentions, there was no less need to pursue him,
and a greater hope of overtaking. They had not ridden a mile
before Drouet grunted to Guillaume and swerved his mare to
the left.

The hoofs no longer crunched dust and gravel, they fell,
with muffled beat, on the turf of the green lane that led
upward into the forest of Argonne. The two riders could keep
up a continuous canter now. In a short while they had reached
the crest of the hill. They only needed to crouch low for fear of
sweeping boughs. If their luck held, they might do better than
overtake the coach. They might intercept it before it finished
the next posting-stage. They might intercept it before it
reached Varennes.

It was ten o'clock, and there was broken moonlight through
the forest canopy above. Ten o'clock of Tuesday the twenty-
first of June. De Bouille* was not sleeping in the inn at Stenay
that night, nor peering up at the secretary in the candlelight.
He was riding backwards and forwards between his detach-
ments, between Stenay and Dun. He was chafing at the
unaccountable lack of news, wondering why Choiseul had sent
no messenger from Somme-Vesle, wondering what could have
hindered and delayed the King. Drouet rode on beneath the